More traits of virtue that her vices bad;

And all this leisure asks to see and hear.

For God knows I have wept full many a tear

In privity, since I have had a wife.

Praise whoso will a wedded man's good life,

Truly I find in it but cost and care

And many duties, of all blisses bare.

And yet, God knows, my neighbours round about.

Especially the women, many a rout,

Say that I've married the most steadfast wife,

Aye, and the meekest one there is in life.

But I know best where pinches me my shoe.

You may, for me, do as you please to do;

But take good heed, since you're a man of age,

How you shall enter into a marriage,

Especially with a young wife and a fair.

By Him Who made the wrater, earth, and air,

The youngest man there is in all this rout

Is busy enough to bring the thing about

That he alone shall have his wife, trust me.

You'll not be able to please her through years three,

That is to say, to give all she desires.

A wife attention all the while requires.

I pray you that you be not offended."

"Well?" asked this January, "And have you said?
A straw for Seneca and your proverbs!
I value not a basketful of herbs
Your schoolmen's terms; for wiser men than you,
As you have heard,,assent and bid me do
My purpose now. Placebo, what say ye?"

"I say it is a wicked man," said he,
"That hinders matrimony, certainly."

And with that word they rose ,up, suddenly,
Having assented fully that he should
Be wedded when he pleased and where he would

Imagination and his eagerness
Did in the soul of January press
As he considered marriage for a space.
Many fair shapes and many a lovely face
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